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The sun was shining' as the guests of the house retired,
aud sank into couches from which it seemed they never
could rise again; but, long after this, the shouts of servants
and the scuffle of carriages intimated that the company in
general were not so fortunate and expeditious In their re-
tirement from the scene; and the fields were all busy, and
even the towns awake, when the great body of the wearied
but delighted wassailers returned from celebrating the
majority of Lothair.

In the vast and statesmanlike programme of the festivi-
ties of the week, which had been prepared by Mr. and Mrs.
Putney Giles, something of interest and importance had
been appropriated to the morrow, but it was necessary to
erase all this ; and for a simple reason: no human being on
the morrow morn even appeared; one might say, even
stirred. After all the gay tumult in which even thousands
had joined, Muriel Towers on the morrow presented a scene
which only could have been equalled by the castle in the
fairy tale inhabited by the Sleeping Beauty.

At length, about two hours after noon, bells began to
sound which were not always answered. Then a languid
household prepared a meal of which no one for a time par-
took, till at last a Monsignore appeared and a rival Anglican
or two. Then St. Alclegonde came in with a troop of men
who had been bathing in the mere, and called loudly for
kidneys, which happened to be the only thing not at hand,
as is always the case. St. Aldegonde always required kid-
neys when he had sate up all night and bathed. * But the
odd thing is/ he said, ' you never can get anything to eat
in these houses. Their infernal cooks spoil everything.
That is why I hate staying with Bertha's people in the
north at the end of the year. What I want in November
is a slice of cod and a beefsteak, and by Jove I never could
get them ; I was obliged to come to town. It is no joke to
have to travel three hundred miles for a slice of cod and a
boo I steak.'